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Jacques Sincere, (an old Hunter,) Mb. Gtxiluette. 
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Le Joyeox, (a Recruiting Captain,) .... Mb. W. Habbison. 
As originally performed by him in London, 

Theresa, (Proprietress of a Farm in the valley of 

Andorre,) 

Georgette, (a rich Heiress, Cousin to Stephan,) Miss Pyne. 

Hose de 'Med., ( Theresa* s Servant,) . . . ^ . Miss Louisa Pyne. 
As originally performed by her in London, . 

The Syndic, Mb. K. Latteb. 

Feasants, Male and Female 

Soldiers, 

Keapers, w . . . . 

Magistrates, 
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The action takes place during the reign of Louis XV, in the valley of 
Andorre, on the frontiers of France and Spain. 



Entered according to ap Act of Congress, in the year eighteen handled and fifty-^, by 
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THE VALLEY OE ANDORRE. 



ACT. L 

Scene I. — A Picturesque Site in the vaUey of Andorret among the 
Pyrenees, The entrance to Thbbesa's Farm on one side. A slight 
barrier across the backt separating the court-yard from the roa4, Male 
and Female Villagers discovered. Thebesa giving them wine, 

Inteoduction. 
G^ reapers all, shoulder your sickles, 

For harvest work this is the day ; 
O'er us the sun is brightly shining, 
With merry song then let's away. 
Enter Gbobobtte, surrounded by young reap^s in their holiday dresses, . 
Theresa. Look, neighbors ! here comes the ever fascinating 
Georgette, elected to-day, Queen of the Reapers/' She is 
tolerably handsome, certainly — (aside) — ^but a most intolerable 
coquette, as all our young bachelors have found out, to their 
cost and mortification. 

Georgette. Friends and neighbors ! As in compliance with 
an old basque custom, you have chosen me to reign as queen 
over you all ; I thank you most gratefully, and here vow to 
prove a merciful and just sovereign. 

Ant — Oeorgette and Cfhorus. 
Oeorg, This, my fiiir empire, 

Nor care, nor sorrow, 

Both e'er invade. 
My crown I gather. 
Its gems I borrow. 

Prom Flora's glade. 
My throne, the corn-field lustre lends, 
And all my subjects are my Mends. 
Chorus, In her fair empire, &c. 

Solo. 
Oeorg. Now go ; and, if while at your labor 

Two lovers quarrelling you should view ; 
Betum and fetch your royal sovereign. 

For she is queen of lovers too. 
And, in the field, for the poor gleaners 

You'll now and then some ears let ffdl ; 
Unto yotuselyes 'twill bring good fortune, 
'Tis commanded by " The Lord of all." 
For with cold winter there comes suff'ring, 

"Which 'tis our duty to relieve ; 
Thrice happy he who hath the power. 

For "more bless'd 'tis to give than to receive ! " 
This, my fair empire, &c. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Beprise of Chonu 
Gay reapers all» &c. &c. 

[At end of Introduction the reapers exeunt. 

Enter Tbte-de-Bois. 

Tete, Health and long life to the handsome Theresa — ^the 
prettiest widow in the valley of Andorre ! 

Theresa, Your servant, Mr. Tete-de-Bois. 

Tete. My profoundest homage to the charming Georgette 
too— the queen of the reaping field! Ah! spring time and 
summer (looking at each cbUemaiely) ; the lily and the violet. 

Th^esa, You've come, .1 suppose, Mr. Tete-de-Bois, from 
your uncle for my farm rents ? The cash is all ready for you. 
Three thousand livres, in good louisd'ors, safely locked up in 
my money hox. 

Tete, I do not, on this occasion, come from my respectable 
uncle, bewitching Theresa, but from myself; I^niade this call, 
not to touch your louisd'ors, but, if possible, your heart. 

Theresa, Pshaw ! stuff and nonsense ! You're in love with 
everybody — at least you say so. 

Tete. I must be married without delay ; I must indeed — ^to- 
morrow — to-day, if possible. 

Gear, Bless my heart and soul ! what a hurry you're. in. 

Theresa, And may we ask the reason why ? 

Tete. That's a secret! I have my reasons. True, if I 
were to listen to that old sorcerer, Jacques Sincere, he would 
fain pursuade me that 'tis to you, handsome Theresa, I ought 
to pay my court, 

Theresa. Really! 

Tete. Yes, ** you've a very good chance with the widow," 
said he to me. 

Theresa. Oh ! he said that, did he ? 

Tete. Yes, and he let out that you had a hidden affection 
for somebody, but that he couldn't tell who, without making 
an examination of the lines of your hand. 

Theresa {agitated). Jacques is a stupid old fool. 

Gear. He is never deceived, tho', for all that. 

Tete. Then, lovely Georgette, you also have a concealed 
affection. 

Geor. Me ! upon my word, sir . 

Tete. The old sorcerer told me so. 

Geor. (vexed). Oh, this is too much ! 

Theresa. I should like to hear him dare to say such a thing 
of me to my face. 

Tete. Lord bless you, he'd do it with pleasure, I'm sure. 



Digitized 



by Google 



He's afraid of nobodj ! eh — ^hark I I hear his old song. '^ As I 
live, here he comes I 

Enter Jacques,. 
Chaxzonette. 

Jueques. Here's the sorcerer bold, 

'Gainst whom none dare lift a finger, 
Here's the Hunter old, ^ 

Who still on earth doth linger. 
Counsel from the stars I give, 

Hither come all ye 
Who'd gain knowledge how to live 

Happily like me. 

Here's the sorcerer bold, &c. 
Of our smiling valley 

The secrets I know, 
Tho' all oft I rally, 

I have not a foe. 
Those who pine in sorrow 

In my aid confide. 
Lovers who'd be happy, ' 

Seek in me a guide. 

Here's the sorcerer bold, &c. 
Yon star is my watch tow'r, 

Shimmering high in air, 
And all man requireth, 

He will find e'en there. 

Jacq, Tve come to breakfast with you, Theresa; this is 
your day. 

Theresa. You're always welcome, Jac4ues; and if your 
proteg^e7 Rose, were here, she should get it ready for you ; 
but she has been out, running about in the fields, ever since 
daybreak. 

«7aci^. Well, well, don't be harsh with her, Theresa. Poor 
little thing ! well do I recollect the day when your predecessor 
in this £arfa found her, then a helpless infant, lying under a 
hedge at the foot of a wild rose bush. 'Twas from that she 
got the name of Rose de Mai. I'm very much attached to 
her, and never so happy as when Tm by her side. 

Theresa. It is your own fault that you're not always by her 
side, master Jacques ; for I've oflSsred you a room in the farm 
house a thousand times. 

Jacq. Yes, yes, but I like my own apartment better. I've 
an immense palace, with a ceiling of azure, all studded with 
diamonds, and a beautiful bed of flowers to repose on, which 
the breeze shakes up to a perfection every morning. 

Tete. A very large, handsome room, I should think, if your 
aeooant of it b^ true. ^ 

1* 
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Theresa. Besides, it makes one more independent when one 
is indebted to nobody. 

Geor, One can then Jalk about one's neighbors just as one 



Jacq, {after looking from one to the other.) Ah, ah ! I see 
how it is ; that gabbler, Tete-de-Bois, has been 

Tete. (interrupting). Gabbler ! Beallj, father Sincere, this 
epithet 

Ja^q. He has been telling you that he wants to get married. 

Theresa. Yes, as quickly as possible. . 

Jacq. {jeeringly.) And did he inform you what was his 
reason for this haste ? 

Tete. Mr. Hunter, that's my secret. 

Jacq. And if you had confided it to me I should not have 
said a word about the matter ; but as I found it out myself, it 
belongs to me, and I've a right to make use of it. 

Tete. {aside.) This old sorcerer is the devil himself, I do 
believe. 

Ja^cq. So thus it stands. Folks are talking of a levy, to re- 
cruit the armies of His Majesty Louis XV ; and as married 
men alone are exempt, why this it is, I fancy, which makes 
our friend so anxious to take to himself a wife. 

Theresar. (laughing.) As a matter of prudent calculation, 
eh? 

Tete. No, charming widow, upon my word. 

Geor. (laughing.) As a matter of bravery then ? 

Tete. No, lovely Georgette, from admiration of your charms ; 
and, if father Jacques is deceived, if you really don't love any- 
body, and either of you would 

Jacq. Me deceived ? I'm never deceived, boy ! There is 
love in both their hearts — I see it clearly. 

Theresa, (jeeringly.) And pray does father Jacques know 
the object of this secret passion ? 

Geor. (jeeringly.) Of this hidden affection ? 

Jacq. As to that, if you'll each of you place -one of your 
pretty little hands in mine for a few moments, I shall soon 
know what answer to give you, depend upon it. 

Tete. Oh, give him your hands. Let him have a look, do, 
pray do, ladies. I'm dying to know what fate has in store for 
me. 

Theresa. Well, if it be to oblige you, I haven't the slightest 
objection. 

Geor. Nor I. 

Jacq. Remember, I can read^he inmost thoqghts of every 
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woman's mind ; can track and trace their subtlest wiles. In 
short, turn their fickle hearts inside out. 

Theresa, (aside,) The impudent old monster ! 

Geor. (aside.) Impertinent, prying wretch I 

Tete-de-Bois. {aside.) What a miraculous faculty — what a 
wonderful investigator ! Now I shall learn the truth. 

Theresa. To the proof — ^here's my hand ! 

Jacq. (taking it.) Aha ! here is a line that says, I have a 
charming young fellow in my eye. - 

Theresa. Of fair complexion. 

Jacq. No — this youth is dark ; his eyes are bugle black — 
his presence noble. Am I right ? 

Theresa, (aside.) My Stephan to a hair. 

Tete. Who can this swarthy Adonis be ? 

Jacq. And now your hand, my pretty Georgette. 

Geor. Taker it if you dare. 

Jacq. (taking it.) Dare ! Aha ! you, too, have a very charm* 
in§ young fellow in your eye. 

Geor. A blonde, of course ? 

Jacq. No, this youth is dark ; his eyes are bugle black, his 
presence noble. Am I right ? 

Geor. 'Tis he himself! 

Tete. (aside.) Why the pictures ai*e exactly alike? Who 
can he be ? Dark chap-^bugle black eyes — presence noble — 
why certainly, what a fool I am ! 'Tis I myself — I ! 

Jacq. Now will I solve the problem. • The youth whom 
Theresa loves with so much ardor, is the young hunter, 
Stephan ! 

Theresa. He is a conjurer ! 

Jacq. And the youth who loves Georgette with so much 
ardor is also Stephan the young hunter. 

Theresa. I am almost mad with rage. 

Geor. Pray be calm good dame Theresa, for Stephan has 
oflen told me that he likes you amazingly, only that, between 
ourselves, you are rather run to seed. 

Theresa, (aside.) Impudent minx I And I know, of course, 
that he gives you the preference, tho' he has often told me that 
a vainer coquette, or a more vixenish shrew, he never encoun- 
tered than the beautiful Georgette. (Aside.) Oh, I could 
scratch her eyes out, if she had four of them. 

Tete. What a fascinating rascal I must be ; they are ready 
to pull caps for me. 

Geor. Adieu, n^ame, and accept my best thanks for your 
kind information. [^Exit with Tete. 
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Theresa, Monsieur Jacques, you are a brutal monster. 

Jacq, So a pretty storm Fve raised ! (Solus, laughing — 
indicating farm-house door,) I fancy I shall get no breakfast 
from that quarter this morning ! It is very well that I came 
provided. 

[^Be opens his wallet j and takes out bread and fruit, 
BoSE enters with some ears of wheat in her apron, and a Margtierite in 
her hand, which she seems to be consulting, to the symphony of. 

Romance. 
Rose, Gentle flower, I'm in love, 

And fain from thee my fate would learn'; 

Tell me quickly, I entreat thee, 
Doth he love me in return ? 
'Tis he alone my heart possesseth, 

For him I'd nreely life resign, 
Deeply would my pride be wounded. 
Should not his heart respond to mine. 
Ah ! gentle flower, &c. 

Jacq. (speaking betwixt the verses,) Ah ! 'tis my pretty 
Rose de Mai ! The darling of my heart. 

2nd Verse, 
Bose, Oh ! think what would be my anguish 

Wert thou to answer — ^nought at all, 
* Hopeless thou wilt not let me languish. 

To gain the truth on thee I call ! 
Ah ! gentle flower, &c. 

Hose, (seeing Jacques,) Ah ! is it you, &ther Jacques ? 

Jacq, Yes, my pretty Rose, here's your old father Jacques, 
that is, your adopted father ; for I've taken charge of you, and 
of your happiness. But come, sit down ; (making her s^at 
herself by his side,) And now tell me, mam'selle, where have 
you come from ? 

Rose, (embarrassed,) Where have I come from? why — 
why — ^from the wheat fields, father Jacques, 

Jacq, That's a fib ! 

Rose, (more embcfrassed,) And then, afterwards from the 
head of the Gave, where I always find such beautiful mar- 
guerites. 

Jacq, That's another fib ! 

Rose, What ! do you doubt 

Jacq, (interrupting,) I don't doubt, my child. I'm certain 
that you're fibbing. You came from the mountain, where you 
have been occupied since daybreak, in gazing down into the 
valley. And I must say it is not exactly right of you to have 
concealments from your old friend. ^ 
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Rose. Ah! forgive me, father Jacques, but I feel so 
ashamed! . 

Jacq. Ashamed of what, my child ? of being in love ? It 
is only natural at your age. 

Rose, (confused). In love — then — then — ^you know 

J<icq. That youVe in love with the handsome Stephan, who 
rescued you from drowning when you fell into the Gave, while 
gathering your flowers. 

Rose. Well — I — I confess it ; though it is very wrong, I 
dare say, for a poor girl like me — a foundling, without a far- 
thing in the world. 

Jacq. Without a farthing in the world ! No, no — ^n'ot quite 
so bad as that neither, my darling ; for you've a good round 
sum, no less than three thousand livres, placed out in the city. 

Rose, Three thousand livres ! 

Jacq. Yes ; all your own, my child. 

Rose, (rising quicMy, transported with joy,) Is it possible, 
fiither Jacques? Three thousand livres belonging to ^oor 
Rose ! All my own ? 

Jacq, (pointing to the fruit which she has upset,) Stay — 
stay! — see, you're upsetting all my breakfast! Bless me, 
bless me, the moment you begin to talk to these young girls of 
a husband, they go perfectly mad, I declare. 

Rose. A husband ! he my husband ? 

Jacq, But I'm bound to tell you that we shall find some 
obstacles in the way. 

Rose, Obstacles ! What obstacles ? 

Jaeq, The worst of all — rivals. 

Rose, Rivals ? 

Jacq. Yes. First and foremost, there's Mademoiselle 
Georgette, the richest heiress in all the neighborhood, and 
Stephan's cousin into the bargain. 

Rose, (alarmed,) Does she love him too ? 
. Jacq. At all events she says so ; but as she is a terrible 
coquette, the greatest danger doesn't lie in that quarter, my 
child. 

•Rose. Where, then, father Jacques ? 

Ja^q. {^pointing to the farm.) There j my child, with your 
mistress ; she is over head and ears in love with the chasseur. 

Rose. Oh, heaven ! 

Jacq. But don't be alarmed, I'm here, I'm by your side ; 
and Where's the use of being a sorcerer, if one can't work a 
miracle 'occasionally ? 

Rose, (eagerly,) And will you work one ? 
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Jacq, (laughing.) TU try. 

Rose. Hush ! silence father Jacques — silence ! 

Jacq. What's the matter ? 

Rose. Hark, 'tis he ! Father Jacques, 'tis he — ^I'm sure of 
it ; 1 should recognise him among a million. 
, Jacq. It is astonishing what fine ears these lovers possess ! 

l^it&r Stephan, swrrounded hy ViUagers^ to the Symphony of the 
foUotoing 

Ariette. 

Stephan. A son of the forest am I, / 

Bom under the greenwood tree ; 
My rifle the chamois to hunt, 

The bright sun, and freedom for me. 
Chovus. A son of the forest is he, &c. 

Steph, From mom until eye, on the mountain I'm roaming ; 
JDown the perilous crags where the torrent is foaming, 
The wild boar I follow, and track to his lair ; 
With my ne*er-f ailing rifle all danger I dare ; 
^ At night hasten home from my health-giying toil. 
And Hve like a lord on the fruits of my spoiL 
Yes, a son of the forest, &c. 

£nter Thkhesa, from farm. 

Theresa, (to villagers^ not noticing Stephan.) Heyday! 
heyday ! What are you doing here ? To your work in- 
stantly, or you'll come short of your week's pay, I can tell you. 
Go along with you, you idle vagabonds ! ( Villagers exeunt.) 
And Where's Rose r {Seeing her.) Oh, you're come back at 
last I It is really disgraceful to be running about the woods 
in this way ; but you get worse and worse every day. 

Stephan. It appears rather a tempestuous morning in this 
quarter, my pretty Theresa. 

Theresa (altering her tone). Ah ! is it you, Monsieur 
Stephan ? I did not know you were here. I'm very glad to 
see you. 

Rose (aside). How gentle she has got all at once ! 

Theresa. I'm a little quick-tempered, perhaps ; b|it that says 
nothing the worse for the heart, you know. — ^But, bless me, 
you seem fatigued ! 

Stephan. Why, the fact is, I have been on the track of a 
confounded chamois since six this morning ; and a pretty chase 
he gave me ; but luckily my rifle ball travelled faster than 
even his feet, so that's no bad morning's work. 

Theresa. Well, sit down, — sit down ! Rose, bring Monsieur 
Stephan a bottle of wine — the very best in the cellar. 
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Hose (as she exits). Ah ! she's never half so amiable and 
good-natured with any body else. , [^JSxit Rose. 

Stephan. You'll absolutely spoil me, Madame Theresa. 

Iheresa, Well, it is but natural ; are you not a friend — my 
nearest neighbor ? Besides, yours is such dreadful hard work. 

Stephan. Which it is very necessary that I should attend 
to ; for I've nothing to depend on for my own and my poor 
mother's subsistence, but my rifle ; and I would rather die than 
quit her, and seek any other service. 

Theresa, Yet, if folks say true, that unhappiness may be 
your lot. 

Stephan (eagerly). Why, what do they say ? 
' Theresa. They speak of recruiting-officers being in the 
country, and of a levy of men for King Louis. 

Stephan. For King Louis ? 

Jacq. Yes ; our little republic of Andorre is bound to fur- 
nish fifteen men every year, in war time ; and this year it is 
the turn of our hamlet to send them. 

Theresa (to herself). Ah, an idea strikes me. (Re-enter 
Rose with wine). Why, your hand shakes,"Rose. 

"■ [ Takes bottle and pours out wine. 

Stephan. Eh, Madame Theresa, your hand shakes too. 

Jacq. But you turn pale, my brave chasseur — it can't be 
possible that you feel fear. 

Stephan. Fear ! I know not what fear is ! But to be 
obliged to abandon my mother, — ^that, indeed, affects me deeply* 

Theresa. Calm yourself, Monsieur Stephan ; there is a mean&> 
of escaping them, if you choose to adopt it. 

Stephan. What means ? 

Theresa. Married men are, by right, exempt. 

Rose (oxide). Oh dear I oh dear ! she's beginning. 

Stephan. True; I didn't think of that (laughing). But in^ 
order to get married, one must find somebody willing to be- 
come one's wife ; and who'd have a poor devil like me, whose 
fortune lies in the barrel of his rifle ? 

Theresa. What matters that, when one possesses a handsome 
person and a good heart ? 

Jacq. (aside).. I fancy it's time I took a turn in the conver- 
sation. (Aloud). — But still it is proper that Stephan, the 
prince of our chasseurs, should have an honest bride. Don't 
you think so, Madame Theresa ? 

Theresa (confused). Yes, — ^yes, — doul?tless. 

Jacq. A bride who has never had any thing to reproach, 
herself with. 
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Theresa (aside). What can he be going to say ? 

Jacq, (to Stephajj). The fact is, my boy, that there are 
young girls, who, at an early age,' listen to the soft wiles of a 
seducing tongue. 

Theresa (aside). I can scarcely support myself. 

Jacq. And then they can no longer hope to contribute to the 
happiness of an honest man, — ^no, not even if they were as 
handsome and as rich as Madame Theresa. 

Stephan (with energy). You're right, father Jacques — ^honpr 
and virtue before every thing ! Nothing can compensate for 
the want of it. 

Theresa (to Jacques). Jacques, you are acquainted with my 
secret ? ' 

Jacq. Perhaps. 

Theresa. Would you ruin me ? 

Jacq. Heaven forbid ! 

Theresa You will be silent, then ? 

Jacq. (markedly). That^ my dear madame, depends entirely 
upon yourself. [^Enter Tete-de-Bois. 

Stephan. Oh, here- comes my friend Tete-de-Bois. Some- 
thing seems to have ruffled you a little ? * 

Tete. In the first place, I'm not your friend, Mr. Chasseur ; 
and, as to my being ruffled, I think IVe some reason for it. 

Stephan. Why, what is the matter ? 

Tete. The matter is, that I'm a victim to the artifices of that 
old sorcerer, who made me believe that I was loved by two 
women, when it appears — (to Eose) — that it is not me they're 
fond of, but this fine chasseur. 

Stephan (laughing). Pshaw I nonsense ! 

Theresa (to Tete). Silence ! 

Jacq. Will you be quiet ? 

Tete. No, I won't be quiet. Georgette has told me all ; that 
she loves her cousin Stephan. 

Stephan (surprised). Georgette ! well, I'm very sorry for 
it, that's all. 

Rose (aside). Ah ! I breathe again. 

Stephen (laughing). But the other, Tete-de-Bois, who is 
the other ? 

Tete. Oh ! iffe no mystery ; the other, sir, is the charming 
farmeress, Madame Theresa. 

Stephan (surprised). Theresa ! (to her) Pshaw ! Tete-de- 
Bois doesn't know what he's gabbling about ; for I'm sure, so 
handsome, and so rich a young widow as you would never cast 
a thought upon poor Stephan. 
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Jacq. (aside to There$a), Refuse him ; or, I'll reveal all. 

Jlieresa, Well — ^you — you are right, Stephan ; and Tete-de- 
Bois is deceived. • 

Stephan (to Tete.) Didn't I tell you so ? 

Tete. (joyfully). Come ! with both of 'em at liberty again, 
there's a chance for me still ! 

Theresa (aside), I can contain myself no longer, I'd better 
leave them ; but, I'll be even with that old sorcerer yet, or, it 
shall go haM. [^Exit Theresa into Farm. 

Jacq. (to Rose). Well ! I promised you a miracle, and I've 
performed it, you see ! I've kept the husband for you. Now, 
I'm going to th6 cityy%and I shall return to-morrow with your 
wedding portion, the three thousand livres I told you of. 
Good by, my darling, good by. [^Exit Jacques. 

Tete. For my part, I shan't be very diflScult to suit, for I 
must have a wife at any price. The thoughts of the con- 
founded militia (listens )'-~0\i lord ! what's that ? 

[^A march heard in the distance. 

Stephan (listening). It sounded like a military march. 

Tete. That's it ! they've come — ^the recruiters have come ! 
I'm lost ! I'm dead ! I'm enlisted ! 

Stephan. No, no ! 'tis only some regiment traversing .the 
valley I 

Rose. But, oh ! Monsieur Stephan, if it should be the re- 
cruiting party. * 

Stephan. Heaven forbid I 

Rose. Hark ! the sounds are more distant ! 
. Stephan. I'll run to the hamlet : from the hill, there, I can 
overlook the whole vaUey. FareweU ! Rose, farewell ! and 
kind fortune grant that it prove a false alarm ! 

\_Exit Stephan. 

Tete. I'd run, too, but my fright has descended into my legs, 
and renders them unfit for duty. 

Rose. I can hear it no longer. 

Tetfi. Heaven be praised I I'm alive again. 

[^Bnter Lb Joteux and L'Endormi at hack. 

Rose (seeing them). Ah ! they are here ! 

Tete J (sinking into chair). I'm worse than ever. 
Am. 
Le Joy (to UEnd.) Here, at this hospitable farm-house, 
We now shall find, I do divine, 
Perhaps, Sir, an amiable hostess ; 
But, certahily, some good old wine I 

Roie. May I ask who you are, messieurs ? and what brings « ypu. 
here ? 

a 
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Le Joy* "Wlio I am, — w|iat brings me here, — 

You soon shall know, my pretty dear ; 
For ever, love, by beauty 

Blgbt well received are we ; * 

And Mars* love, to Venus, 
Must always welcome be I 

Who am I? 

A noble young ambassador am I,-<- 
The handsome recruiting-officer, 

After whom all the ladies sigh. 
Yes, thus it is, that I've been christened 

By all the feir, — ^in every place, — 
«* Bless me V* they say to those around, 

« What a splendid form ! — what a handsome face V 
And then they whisper low, 

" When he departs. 

Our poor fond hearts 
Assuredly with him will go." 

Thus in the town 
Beauty will crown ; 
And for me, many fedr creatures will sigh. 
Whispering low — 
•« Is it not so ? 
" Yes it is he whom we see !" 

And 'tis I, — and 'tis I, — here you see, 
Bold and free I 

Ban plan, inflexible in duty 

When the muster-roll I call ; — 
Ban plan, I mark the wiles of beauty, 
But I can defy them all ! 

In war, the recruiter ever must be. 
Fierce as a tiger, or the roaring lion, he ! 
But, when beneath sweet Venus' banner. 

What an alteration you'll see ; 
Ah, changeful as your eyes, then, his manner. 
From aziire blue, to jetty black will be. 
And thrai you'll all cry, — 
« Who is uiat passing by V* 
Who am I, — ^o am I ? 
'Tis I — the gallant Le Joyeux. 

Tete <m4 ) That he lias come here, 
Boae* > Deep regret feel I. 

Tete. (to JRose), He may boasi; as long as he Hkes, but I 
think he is confounded ugly. 

Le Joy, (to Tete.) Aha ! I should know that face* I thiuk 
I saw it last year, while passing through this peaceful valley. 

Tete. And I think I recollect you, too, monsieur. 

Le Joy. I have the honor to be Captain Le Joyeux. 

Roze. And are you a recruiting, monsieur ? 
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Le Joy. I am. I am charged by his Majesty, King Lofiis, 
to master the fifteen juveniles which your little republic eon- 
tributes yearly to the stability of the throne of France, — a 
most agreeable task, if I may judg^ by this amiable sample — 
(bomng to Tete). 

Tete, You flatter me, captain. The army isn't my Tocation ; 
and, 1 tell you in confidence, my nervous system is greatly out 
of ordfer, — the least sound of a gun-shot makes me ill directly. 

L'End. Ho, ho, ho I WeU, that is droll ! 

Le Joy. Hodd your tongue. Sergeant L'Endormi ; your epi- 
thet is uncalled for and inapplicable. The gentleman is not 
droll } he's only a poltroon,- — that's all ! But we will soon 
cure him of his infirmity : that is, unless he happens to have 
taken service in the light troops of Hymen« 

Tete* Not yet, Captain ; but I shall soon — seven or eight 
days— 

Le Joy. Will be exactly seven or eight days too late ! I 
regret it much,— especially for the sake of the fcrl(^ is^ ^Sw^ 
to whom youll be such an irreparable loss ; but, as a single 
man, I shall have to trouble you to slip those gentlemanly 
fingers into L'Endormi's hat, which does duty for the urn of 
destiny )0n these occasions ; and if you have the luck of draw- 
ing out a blank billet, why you'll have the pleasure of forming 
one of our gallant society. Thus says that law of which I am 
the seductive image. 

Rose. Does every young man draw, without exception, 
Captain ? 

Le Joy. Every one, my sweet little dear. Attention, Ser- 
geant L'Endormi ! and don't go to sleep, perched upon those 
villainous legs of yours, like an owl in an ivy bush. 

L'End. Well, I'm harrassed and jaded, captain. I'm fairly 
used up. 

Le Joy. Take care lest I don't knock you down. Right 
face ! Bring your men to this spot ; for the drawing shall 
take place here. Now vanish I ' [^Exit L'Endormi. 

Tete. (sulkily.) Well, all. I can say is, that it is a greaf 
deal too bad. Why should we furnish kings with soldiers ? If 
they quarrel, let them fight it oSt themselves. And if we 
were to revolt 

Le Joy. In that case I should speak two words to my com- 
pany, and you'd hear certain sounds of gun shots ; from the 
effect of which you would, most probably, be very ill indeed — 
it would absolutely kill you, perhaps. But come, let's adjourn 
to your cabaret ; and, over a bottle of claret, drink success to 
jour good luck. 
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TeU. With all my heart. {Aiide to Rose.) I'll try to 
make him so drunk that he won't know a black billet from a 
white one. 

[Le Joyeux and Tete-db-Bois eoceunU 

Rose. If they should take Stephan ! Ah, the very thought 
makes me tremble ! 

[^Enter Theresa, dressed for a journey^ followed hy a farm 
' servant 

Theresa. See that everything is ready for my departure. 
{Eccit servant. To herself) Yes, that is the only course ; I 
must procure a return of this contract at any price, and then I 
can set the old hunter at defiance. {To Rose.) Rose, I am 
about to proceed to the neighboring city on a matter of par- 
ticular business, and shall not return until tomorrow; the 
receiver of the canton may call for his rent in my absence, so 
I'll leave you my keys. That is the key of the strong box, in 
which there ^e three thousand livres in louisd'or ; out of 
which, if he comes, you will pay him the fifteen hundred I 
owe. 

Rose, (taking heys.^ Yes, madame. 

Theresa. I start directly, and leave the charge of everything 
in your hands-f so don't quit the farm until I return. 

Rose. I will not, madame. [^Exit Theresa. . 

Re-enter Lb Joyeux and Tbte-de-Bois, followed by L'Endormi and 

soldiers. 

Concerted Piece. 
Zje Joy. Come on, this is the hour of glory ! 

From danger heroes never shrink. 
Tete. I never saw, or read in story, 

Of one who so much wine could diink. 
[Stephan and ifihabitants enter, and prepare f 09" dratoing lots. 
Le Joy. Young warriors bold. 

It is now your good fortune, of which, of course, you are most worthy all. 
Beneath my banner to enroll, and I accept you ; 
But the contingent of this hamlet 
Is but fifteen, eighteen years old. 
» And of your zeal so great, not a doubt I entertain, 
(pon't interrupt — I'll explain) — 

Billets white, or black, finbm out, sirs, this hat you will draw. 
All the blacks go with us — ^but (by the law) 
All the white are exempt. (Your regret I imderstand,) 
Still we all must obey, sir, the law of the land. 
Ensemble. 
Siephan, Sadness my soul o'erpoVreth, 

My heart doth sink with fear ! 
Were I alone the suff'rer, 
J would not shed one tear ; 



Digitized 



by Google 



17 

But thou, my dear lov'd mother, 
Thy misery I cannot bear. 
Boae. Sadness my soul o'erpoVreth, 

My heart doth sink with fear ; 
And ev'ry nerve doth tremble 
For him to me so dear ! 
TMf. Sadness my soul o'erpoVreth, 

My heart doth sink with fear; 
They certainly will draw me — 
On, Lord, why came they here ! 
Peasantt. Sadness my soul, &c. 

Le Ji^ and Soldiers. Sorrow esuch breast o'erpoVreth, 
Each soul doth sink with fear ; 
It really is diverting, 

Their mourning Uius to hear. 

VEad, Every one.inscribed is here present, captain. 
Le Joy, Now then* mj friend (to a villager) , please to ap- 
proach, and draw ! 

^ Ife draws a white billet. 

Soldiers, Bad luck I He is exempt I 
Peasaj^. Good luck, lad — ^you are out of it. 
Le Joy. Order, order ! Soldiers should never mention bad 
luck. Now yo9, sir I {To another.) 
He draws black. 
Soldiers. Ah, we have him ! 

Le Joy. Bravo— a roll of the dram. (Drum) Our re^pr 
ment may count one brave soMier the more. Gro on I 
Peasants draiw. 

Le Joy. Bravo— a splendid fellow! Now Mr. Tete-de- 
Bois, it is your turn. What ails you ? Proceed, man I Get 
ready, drummer, to give him a rattling salute. 

Tete. Oh law, oh law ! I shall never be able to raise my 
arm. I've got the rheumatics in my shoulder. 

Le Joy. Never mind that, the corporal shall draw for you ! 

Tete. Much obliged, but I prefer to sign my own death 
warrant. I wish I could take a peep ! 

Le Joy. As you like, only proceed. ^ 

Tete. Tm going to proceed. What a hurry the brute is in ! 
(Draws.) I can't see— or rather I see double ; is it black, or 
the other cdor ? 

AH. Tis white ! He i» exempt. 

Tete. Oh, yes, Fm exempt, and yoCi have lost a magnificent 
grenadier I I feel (juite courageous now I'm safely out of it. 

Jje Joy. Well, there are plenty more here will be too glad 
to serve their king. Adv»ice, lads I 

AIL (as they £xcw.) He's ours — ^no — ^hurrah, ^c 

2* 
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Le Joy, My brave chasseur, it is now your turn ! 

Rose. Oh, fate be propitious to my hopes ! 

Steph. (draws Mack.) Cruel fortune I 

Rose, My heart dies within me ! 

Le Joy, Enough ! . Our roll call is full. ^ 

Steph, When once I have gained the mountain passes I can 
defy them. My dearest mother, for thy sake alone I act thus 
cowardly ! 

Rose, Hush — ^hush — ^be cautious — ^they will hear you I 

Tete, My friends, on an occasion of so much joy to me — 
that is to you-»-to celebrate my deliverance — ^I mean my re- 
regret — no, not that — my — ^no matter what — ^to-morrow I 
intend to give a ball ! 

AU. A ball? 

Tele, A dance of magnitude ! You'll all come ? 

All, Why certainly. 

Tete, There will be lots of wine, too ! 

Le Joy, That will suit my book exactly ; and in fact is only 
due to me. I shall drink deep, in order to drown the deeper 
regret I feel at losing so extensive, so magnificent a soldier. 
[^All exeunt egccept Le Joteux, Rose, and L'Endobmi. 

Z« Joy, By-the-bye, -Sergeant L'Endormi, recollect, if any 
one of our brave recruits should be able to pay the price of a 
substitute, the law permits him to do so. 

Rose, (aside,) What do I hear ! 

L^Endormi. I shall take care, captain ! 

[Exit L'Endobmi. 

Rose, Monsieur — ^ 

Le Joy, What can I do for you, my charming rustic ? 

Rose, You spoke just now about paying for a substitute. 
Now, there is a poor young man whom I love as dearly as if 
he were my own brother, and 

Le Joy, Well, of course you can release him, if you happen 
to have fifteen hundred livres, my dear. * 

Rose, {joyfully,) Ah, I'm so happy! And, as soon as 
Jacques returns, you shall have them; he'll be back to- 
morrow. 

Le Joy, To-morrow will be too late, my love ; we shall all 
be many miles away. And when we have left the country, 
the recruits are placed on the muster roll of the regiment, 
and then, twenty times the sum wouldn't purchase their dis- 
charge. 

Rose, But, sir, it is impossible that I can obtain tliis money 
to-day, and surely you would not be so cruel as to 
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Le Joyl Believe me, my dear, it grieves me to the heart to 
refuse anything to so pretty a lass as you, but it is impossible 
to accede. If you can manage to procure it before I go, well 
and good, I shall be in yon cabaret ready to receive it ; if not, 
we start almost directly — ^at nine o'clock — I'm sorry to say, 
I'm wholly powerless to aid you. \E7cit Le Jqtbux. 

Roie. Oh, merciful Heaven ! If I did but know any one 
who would lend it to me for the few hours that ^will elapse be- 
fore the return of Jacques !• Ah ! the money that my mistress 
has left ! I shaU certainly be able to replace it before she re- 
turns, and she would never know ! But, no I no ! it would be 
wrong : it woutd be a theft. Never ! never ! ( Church clock 
strikes nine.) 'Nine o'clock ! — ^'tis the hour appointed for their 
departure. They return ! they are here ! 

Enter Le Joyeux, L'Endobmi, Recbuits and Soldiess. 

Finale to Act the Fiest. 

LeJoy* (to U End.) Now, Sergeant, count them all ; 
Without delay we must depart. 
Come— come — ^make haste. Have you fifteen? 
Because, if so, we start. 

Rote {aside). He is not here ! 

L'End. We have but fourteen ! 

Le Joy, Who absent ? Tell me quickly ! 

What's his name ? 
L'End. 'Tis Stephan, the chasseur ! 

Le Joy. Not here at beat of drum. 

Then a deserter he's declared, 
And, if he's taken, death is his doom. 
Bo8e (aside). Oh, heaven ! I tremble with horror and fear. 

(To Le Joy). But, sir, this power do you indeed revere ? ^ 

Le-Joy. Such -is the law. 

Rose (aside). My blood congealeth ! 

I'll hesitate no more, and whate'er my fate may be. 
If in savLDg him I'm lost, he still is saved by me ! [Exit, 

Le Joy (to Recruits). 

Brave soldiers ! now march we to glory, 
Your names shall soon fam'd be in story ! 
Fall in, fall in, the night is fine. 
The edlver moon doth brightly shine ! 
Chorus. Brave soldiers ! &c. 

Xe Joyeux (speaks). Forward ! right face I march, etc. 

Regit. [Rose re-enters. 

Rose (to Le 9oy.) You told me that a man for fifteen hundred livres 
would be exempt from service. 
Le Joy. 'lis most true ! 

Rose. Then, sir, there is the sum ! [Oives bay of Hvres, 

Le Joy. la Louis d'ors— that will do. 
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Ro80* Stephan is free ! 
Le Joy, Most certaanly.! 

Rose, And you — you swear to me — ^wiU secret be } 
Le Joy. By those sparkling eyes, no one shall know frem me ; 
Le Joyeux no babbler, (aside J unless he tipsy be. 
Tlie King's service, I fear, 
Hath a brave soldier lost : 
But I've gain'd gold without cost. 
Brave soldiers ! now march we to gJU>ry, etc. 
Chorus. Brave soldiers ! etc. 

Drum' rolls. Soldiers and BeeruiU begin to mmrck. 

Mose (failing on her knees,) 

Ye&l---(Aside), He's saved ! great heaven, oh pardon me ! 

Tableaxt. 
SND OF ACT THE FIBST. 



ACT IL 

Scene.— -4 Picturesque Site in the VeUley of Andorre, on the Bcmks of 
the Gave, On the left is the principal entrance to Thebesa's Farm, 
in front of which is a very large umbrageous tree, beneath which old 
men, etc., are seated. Tbte-de-Bois, Geobgette and Villagbbs 
discovered. The Stage presents the picture of a very animated Fete 
Ohampetre, 

Chobus of Young Gxbls. 

Ah ! Monsieur Tete-de-Bois, I vow 

The ball is charming^ — 'tis, indeed I 
You are a most gallant young man — 

On that, fkA here have quite agseed ; 
Such dances, such bouquets, 

With viands all so ^e ;•— 
Such nectarines, such cakes, 

And such delicious vnne. 
The man who doth so many 

Charming things combine 
Deserves our sweetest smiles, 
. For, really, 'tis divine ! 

Tete. And now, sweetest of Georgettes, pipe to us some 
homely ditty — some sweet little thing that skall pot love in 
our hearts and mettle in our heek for a frolic danee f 
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Ballad. Gbobgette. 

In joy's festal dances your light steps combine, 
While o'er us the sun doth resplendently shine ; 
The yine god» young Bacchus, exulting we flee, 
For who are so happy — so simple as we ! 

Dance on g^itle maiden ! — dance on louring youth ! — 
The bright eye of Heayen shall smile on your truth ! 
The Switzer is ever imheeding of wrong, 
Whose summer-life lingers 'mid dancing and song ! 

[Exeunt dU hut Geobgette and Tbte-de-Bois. 

Georg, Well, Monsieur Tete-de-Bois, why don't you follow 
them ? 

Tete. Because I want to tell you how much I love you. 

Georg, Nonsense I Only yesterday you were saying the 
very same thing to Theresa. 

Tete, Yesterday — ^ah ! that was because I was furious at 
your hard-heartedness. But give me some little ray of hope I 

Georg. Well — ^you may hope^ I think — ^yes — I can't prevent 
your doing that : and, as for me, I'll — ^I'll consider of it : mean- 
time, go and gather me the prettiest bouquet you can from the 
bafiks of the Gave ; and, if I should chance to wear it to- 
night — why, — ^you may consider it a good sign — ^go— go ! 

[^Eocit Gbobgette. 

Tete. I'll go and devastate the whole neighborhood, lovely 
Georgette. — 1 won't leave a single " forget-me-not" in the 
entire hamlet. . [^Eocit, 

JSnter Rose. 

Hose. Jacques has not yet returned. What can have de- 
tained him ? If my mistress should get back before him — oh, 
heaven ! — all must be discovered. 

Romance. Rose. 

Ah ! should some dreadful chance reveal it, 

What were my lot } Contempt and shame ! 
Ah ! how shall I from her conceal it ? 

The aid of Heaven, alas, I dare not claim ! 
When crudl fate threatened to part me 

From him — ^firom him I loVd so dear, 
I all forgot ! — I err'd most deeply. 

But 'twas to save him from despair ! 
Ah, kind heay^i ! kind heaven, have pity ! 

I have sinn'd — ^broke those laws I so revere, — 

But 'twas to save him from despair. 
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If o'er the loss of his aSection 

I could have been content to mourn 1 
He perill'd life, from death to save me, 
Could I do less, then, — ah, no ! — ^in return ? 
. When cruel fete, etc. 

Ease. Some one comes ! — 'tis Stephan. Merciful powers ! 
if he were to suspect that I had committed such a deed — 

Miter Stephan. 

Stephan. Kose, my dear Hose, Fm so happy to see you. I 
am free I Some unknown benevolent hand has paid the price 
of my liberty. Have you any idea who it could have been ? 

Eose. I, Monsieur Stephan ? Not the least, I assure you ! 

Stephan. The only person from whom I could gain a know- 
ledge of who it was, is the recruiting Captain ; and, unfortu- 
nately, he has left the neighborhood, and is no doubt far enough 
off by this time. 

Hose {Aside), Ah ! I'm very glad that he is. 

f^ephan, Td giv^ all that 1 possess in the world to see him, 
and lear^i the name of my benefactor. 

JSnter Le Joteux. ^ 

Le Joy, Aha I here I am among my old friends once more. 

Stephan. 'Tis he ! 

Base (with alarm). Heavens ! the Captain I 

Le Joy, Yes I — as I was crossing the mountain^ who should 
I meet but a comrade, charged with instructions fiom the com- 
manding officer, that I should bring all my contingent of young 
heroes, in person, to head quarters, as they wanted men more 
than money at the present moment. So, as you're no longer 
one of us, I've come back to this spot — ^which flirnished such 
capital soldiers and wine — to search for some fine fellow, who, 
in consideration of the money that was paid for your exemp- 
tion, will complete my complement 

Rose (aside). Oh ! how shall I prevent him questioning 
this man ? 

Stephan, Well, Captain, as you are fond of our wine 

Le Joy. Oh, amazingly ! 

Stephan. Rose, go and fetch us a bottle. The proprietress 
of the farm is a friend of mine ; and I can take upon myself 
to do the honors of her cellar in her absence. [Mcit Rose. 

Le Joy. A most gentlemanly young man. 

Stephan. And while we are discussing our beetle, I dare say 
you won't refuse to do me a slight favos* ? 
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Stephan (aside). 
Le Jop (ctaide). 
Rose (ciside). 



Le Joy* 



Le Joy. .Certainly not ! whilst I am drinking I'm the most 
open-hearted fellow in the universe. 

Stephan {aside) *Tm excessively glad to heai* it. 

Re-enter Rose with a bottle of wine. 
Rose (aside to Le Jap.) Captain \ recollect your promise. 

You have sworn to be secret. 
Le Joy. All right ! — ^you'll find me a man of my word. 

[Kobe places bottle and glasses on the table* 
Tbio and Quabtetth. 
Ah ! now I hope I all shall know, 

Yes, now I think, I all shall hear ! 
What can he want with me, I wonder r 
'Tis most pressing, that's quite clear. 
Ah ! his discretion much I fear--^ 
Kind heay'n my pray'r in mercy hear. 
Stephan (to Le Joy.) 

Now ; fiist we'll drink* sir, to your conquests — 

The numerous girls that for you sigh. 
Sir, if you dii]^ to all my conquests, 
Why, you'll drink the cellar dry ! 
Last night, by a chance, sir, unlooked for, 
At liberty, myself I found ! 
Le Joy. (parrying the remark). 

Never better wine, sir, I have tasted, 
Rich, and old, and ripe, and sound. 
Stephan. Another cup. 

Le Joy. With greatest pleasure. 

Stephan, My b^efactor's name reveal. 

Rose (aside to Le Joy.) 

Recplject ; you've swoni that to conceal 
On your honor I 
I'd of this kindness 

Myself now acquit. I must ! and I ought ! 
Most true— most t?ue, sir, but, I've thought ; 
Eh ! what a pity — why bless me ! 
Our bottle, sir, is empty, — see ! 
I would it could re|>leniflh'd*be. 
Rose, bring two more — two more I pray you ; 
Now go at once, bring in two more, 
I'm glad there's so much wine in store. 

RnSEMBIiE. 

I find it really charming. 
It mnst have been long in the bin ; 

But, at a rate alarming, 
How it doth evaporate, how quick it disappears ! <• 

He finds it really charming ; 
Yes it has be^ long in the bin ; 

Truly, 'tis' quite alarming ; 
Bttt, to drLok the cellar diy, he much inclin'd appears. 

Hq finds it really charming ; 
Yes, it has been long in the bin ; 



Le Joy. 

Stephan. « 

Le Joy (aside). 

Le Joy. 



Stephan. 



Rose. 
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His presence here 's alarming, 
But I must conceal my cruel, cruel, doubts and fears. 
St^han, Try, siy, another bottle — see how it foams and sparkles ! 
(Aside*) 1, by this means, his secret have, and satisfy my doubts 
and fears I 

Refbise of Ensemble. 

I find it really charming, &c. 
He finds it, &c. &c. &c. 

Stephan (to Le Joy). Proceed, my Mend, — 

Now tell me who this man was ? 
Le Joy. The man ? 

Stephcm. This noblest and this best of men ! ^ 

Le Joy* Well, now in fact, 'twas not a man. 
Stephan. It was a woman ? 
Le Joy. You're wrong again. 

Stephcm. Nor man nor woman? 
Le Joy. Assuredly no ! 

Stephan. With me you 're joking? 
Le Joy* Not so, not so ! 

{oHde.) 'Tis thus, when questions ^ff I'd ward, 
. I always keep my tongue on guard. 
Rose, (aside.) Oh ! what torture ! 
Stephan. But, my good captain, 

Le Joy. This cellar's fiill of good old wine, 

I never tasted any half so fine. 
Stephan. This cellar's full of much better wine. 

My word I pledge. 
There's in it some that's far more fine, 

My word I pledge. 
There's twenty bottles all older still. 
Sir, and you shall have them all if you will. 
Le Joy. What, older still may I believe ? 

Rose. Ah, nothing say to him, I pray ! 

And without question, sir, 
I will give thirty bottles to you older still. 
Le Joy. What then, you'll give me thirty bottles 

Older still? 
To liave such wine, if it be true. 
Such happy folks I ne'er did view, 
'Tis well, 'tis well. 
Stephan. 'Tis well ! I always thought that martial 

Men were ever loyal, frank and sincere. 
Le Joy. {somewhat fuddled.) I am well known the soul of truth to be. 
Stephan. To me, then, I trust the truth you'll now explain ; 

I hope to your faith I appeal not in vain. 
Le Joy* Well, you're a good fellow, and for your satisfaction, 

I'll let you know the author of this strange transaction. 
Next year — that is, if I should pass this way — 
And doesn't that content you ? Well, one moment stay. 

For Mendship's sake I'll tell you — half, 
'Twas a pretty young girl, and she you doth love. 
Rose, (aside.) Oh Heaven I 
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Stephan* (aside,) 

Georgette, (aside,) 

Le Joy. (aside.) 
Rose, (aside,) 



Le Joy, And she's rich, for in good sterling gold 

. The whole sum I receiv'd. Moreover, this young lass 
Can inform you, if she pleases, that the truth I have toid. 
Stephan, (to Rose,) 'V\Tiat ? you can tell ? 

Rose, (aside,) Ah ! how shall I reply ? 

Stepkan. You know her ? Her name ? 
Rose. * I tremble with fear ! 

Stephan, No matter — ^he will tell me. 
Rose, (seeing Georgette,) No, no, she is here. 

[Pointing to Georgettet who enters at that moment. 

Quartette. Ensemble. 
It was Georgette. Ah ! I divin'd it. 

And her devotion understand ! 
They told me truly my fair cousin 

Would fain bestow on me her hand. 
He'll from me fly ! Yes, now as ever. 
And ev'ry charm he doth withstand ! 
I'd give up all my rich possessions 
If he'd offer now to me his hand. 
Here, now, a very pretty plot is. 

It really charmingly is plann'd ! 
•Ah ! with what kindness he on her gazes, 
I scarce my emotion can withstand. 
&teph, I now would pay my homage ! 

Rose, Ah, no ! Until to-morrow be silent, pray. 

Do not utter to-day 
The words you've heard me say. 
Steph, But pray, why this mystery ? 

Ah, you wish me not to speak J 
Yes, I swear to be silent, 
That oath I will not break ; 
Yet still can feel a gratitude 
Towards Georgette, and 
With her make my peace. 
Georgette, He comes to me at last, and 

Altho' 'twixt ill Mends, I think 
Without doubt 'twere better far 
Each other to avoid, as it is 
Between enemies, when they meet in war.. 
Steph, In war it is permitted, when an 

Adversary knows he's in the wrong, 
He implores full pardon. Would a 
Generous enemy e'er resist that pray'r 
For long ? 
Georgette, Dear cousin, are you, then, sincere ?- 

Steph, Ah, I assure you on my word 

My mouth tins moment speaks, 
That my heart may be heard. 
Ensemble. 
Georg, Happy hour ! day of joy and gladness ! 
. Can it be — does he reaUy love me ? 
Yes, 'tis plain ; then hence, then hence with sadness ! 
All his former coldness has been to promote,- 
I can plainly see — ^he loves none but me ! 
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Rose, What u it fills my heart with sadness ? 

Ah ! . he lores her, I plainly see. 
Le Joy. Ah ! now his heart is filled with gladness ; 
She loves him, I plainly see. 
But I like the other better, 
For she of the cellar keeps the key. 
Stephan, Yes, Georgette, away with sadness ; 

I my freedom owe to thee. 
( Oheei-ving Rose iti tears,) What means this ? 
Rose, Naught I I partake her happiness. 

Your cousin adores you. 
Stephan (to Rose), But another hath my heart ; 

To thee alone, dearest Rose, I her name will impart 
In a few moments here return. 
Rose, I will, I will! 

( Aside,) Ah ! what rapture my heart doth fill. 

Reprise of Ensemble, 

Happy hour, &c. {as before,) [Exit Rose, 

Georg, Indeed, indeed, cousin, I cannot tell you how de- 
lighted I feel at this renewal of our friendship. It seems like 
the happy days of our childhood once more r^umed. 

Stephan, I have not forgotten them, believe me. 

Georg, But w&en the war is over, I believe enemies usu- 
ally shake hands, in token of alliance and reconciliation. 

Le Joy, Better than that, my charming love — they gener- 
ally give the kiss of peace. 

Stephan. A kisd I 

Georg, Well, if it is the usage — ^besidesy where's the harm, 
betwixt cousins ? 

Stephan, Oh, ah I betwixt cousins, of course (kissing her). 

Re-enter Tetb-de-Bois, with a large bouquet. 

lete. Here's the most beautiful bouquet in all the valley 
(seeing Stephan embracing Georgette) Hollo! what do I 
see? 
. Georg, Ah, Tete-de-Bois here I 

Le Jog, My comrade of yesterday I 

Tete, What, Ma'mselle Greorgette! I leave you full of 
hope and joy, and, while I gather all the most passionate and 
allegorical flowers, to express my love and devotion, this is the 
deplorable tableau that awaits my return. 

Georg. We are reconciled, Tete-de-Bois. 

Le Joy, Yes, they are reconciled, Tete^de-Bois. 

Stephan, We are friends again, Tete-de-Bois. 

Le Joy. They are friends again, Tete-de-Bois. 

Tete. What, ma'mselle, do you quit me and my bouquet of 
betrothraent in this unheard-of manner ? 
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Georg, A bouquet of betrothment for me J Why, what 
made you think of such a thing, Tete-de-Bois ? 

Le Joy. What made you think of such a thing, Tete*de- 
Bois? 

Georg. I hope you won't for "a moment suppose, cousin, 
that Monsieur Tete-de-Bois has any grounds for addressing 
me in this way, 

Tete. TV hat! not when you said that I might try to please 
you. 

Georg. Well, sir, so you may try — ^try as long as you like. 

Le Joy. Try as long as you like, Tete-de-Bois. 

Tete, When this bouquet — ^gathered at your express de- 

Georg. Enough, sir, enough ! 

Le Joy, Enough, Tete-de-!EJois, enough ! 

Georg. (to Stephan.) Now, cousin, let us go. 

Stephan, Decidedly, my poor Tete-de-Bois, you are not 
very fortunate in your love affairs. 

\^Exeunt Stephan and Georgette, , 

Tete. (Jitrtous,) Fortunate 1 I verily believe that damned 
chasseur is daring to laugh at me ; and I don't know what 
hinders me from following him, and 

LeJoy. (interrupting,) But I do, my dear Tete-de-Bois, 
and I'll tell you. The thing that hinders you is your natural 
timidity. Ah ! believe me, my young friend, the fair sex is 
ever perfidious and variable. The only faithful female is she 
to whom / would unite you — the goddess Bellona! She 
promises her lovers glory and broken legs, and she always 
keeps her word. 

Tete. Thank you, I love Georgette better ; but, if she be- 
trays me — if she marries another 

Le Joy. You'll throw yourself into the arms of friendship, 
and become one of us. 

Tete. It's a bargain, captain. 

Le Joy. It's a bargain, Tete-de-Bois. 

JSnter Thebesa, hastily. 

Theresa. So, at last I've got back. 
^ Le Joy. Upon my life, a very splendid woman ! 

Tete. Ah, dame Theresa 1 Oh, by the bye, that puts me in 
mind, my uncle told me to receive the rent of you. 

Theresa. Very well, I'll go and but, now I recollect, I 

gave my keys to Rose. No matter, I'll send it round in the 
course of an hour or so. 

Tete. Very well. 

Le Joy. Come along, my dear friend ; I feel an ardent wish 
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to quaff a cup of wine to your success in your new vocation ; 
so, come along, and Bacchus and glory be our watchword. 
[^Exeunt Tete-de-Bois and Le Joy. 

Theresa. What- a tedious journey ! I was veiy right to go 
though, for the' notary has promisecl to procure me the resto- 
ration of the contract, no matter what it costs. 

[^Be-enter Rose. 

liose. (not seeing Theresa,) They tell me that Jacques has 
returned,, and — (sees Theresa). Ah, heaven! Madame 
Theresa. 

Theresa. Well, Rose, has anybody called during my ab- 
sence ? 

JRose. (agttcUed.) No, madam — no one. 

Ihtresa. Why, what ails you.^ You seem strangely 
:2)gitated. 

Rose. Me ! oh, not at all, not at all, madame ! 

Theresa. The receiver has sent for his rents ; luckily I have 
the money ready for him ; give me the keys. 
. Rose. Your keys ! I haven't got them, madame. 

Theresa, {taking them.) Surely you are out of your senses ; 
here they are, hanging at your girdle 1 Wait here, I shall be 
back directly. \_Exit Theresa. 

Rose. Ah, miserable girl that I am ! What will become of 
me? 

Jacques (who has entered unseen hy Rose). She is alone ; 
. so much the better. How shall I break it to her ? 

Rose, (seeing him.) Ah, Father Jacques, you have come 
at last ! This money which you have been to the city to pro- 
cure, in heaven's name where is it ? Give it to me ! 

Ja^q. My poor child, this money is 

Rose. Well! 

Jacq. The fact is, I confided it to the care of an old com- 
rade who lived in the neighboring city 

Rose. Yes ! go on, go on ! 

Jacq. And the scoundrel has fled, and carried every sou of 
it off with him. 

Rose. Great heaven, my last hope is gone ! 
^ Jacq. What say you ? 

Rose. I am lost ! 

Jacq. Lost? 

Rose. Yes, lost! Til tell you all — (sees Siephan returning.) 
Stephan ! avow it before him ! no — death, death rather ; let me 
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Trio. 

Stephan, Please you, Bose, to rentam — pray remain, my young Mend, 
Before you both I wish to. speak ; 
On you my happiness depends, 
Perhaps yours too ! 
Jacq, * What is't you seek ? 

Siephan, Georgette 'twas who saved me, at least so you told me, 

She hath given me freedom. 
Jacq, It may be so. Well ? 

SUphan. Everything now proves to me she loves me, 
And to acquit myself one ready means I see. 
Bose, (aside,) Oh, heaven ! 

Jacq. Ah, then, you mean by marrying her directly ? 
'*Stepkah. I do. 
Jacq, (to himself,) I at once, then, your words comprehend. 

And your grief, my gallant friend. 
Steph€in, But I my love have to another given, 

My every future hope doth rest, dear Bose, on thee. 
Jaeq. (a«»(20.) Brave, good Stephen ! I then had jndg'd aright. . 
Rose, (aside,) His happiness must I at this moment blight. 
Jacq, Uo Rose,) 

No more tears, no more sighs, now you see that I was right ; 
No need hath love of gold that he snould happy be ; 
He offers his hand. I can guess your reply. 
Rose, (aside,) Oh, heavens ! A bliss so great is not in store for me. 

Question me not, I pray. 
Stephan, And does your heart reject 

My true love and my hand ? Great heaven, what is't I hear ? 
Jacq, I can't the mystery fathom. I surely am deceived. 

Your heart, then, has changed r 
Rose. So I think — so I believe. 

J€tcq, Was ever aught heard so surprising, 

"Ks sure the devil's own devising ; 
A thing like this who could conceive ? 

Ensemble. Stephan. 

All my long treasured hopes, 

Ev'ry prospect of joy, 
Her strange conduct doth blight. 

Her response doth destroy. 
Whileimy^heart was rejoicing. 

And aU calm looked, ;aiid bi^ht; 
She all hath o'erclouded» 

With darkness and night. 
Jacq. Cruel, cruel fortune, far beyond belief. 

She, alas ! has wrought liim 
This stormy, bitter giief ! 

Jaeg. and Rote. All J J^ > long treasured hopes, &c. 

SCeph. Bose, on you I had placed ev'ry hope for the ^ture ; 

An ingrate I for you became ; 
I forgot, for your si^e, the vast debt that I owed. 
But, as you my suit disdain, 
8» 
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Georgette, now I here give my hand* 
For my heart is not mine to bestow. 
Jacq, Then you love him no more ? 

Rose, {aside.) Shall I bring him to shame } {aloud,) No I no ! ^ 

I will from him fly. 
Jacq, Ah, reflect, my child again ! 

Rose, {ahttdJ): I love him no longer. 

{Aside.) And now nought remains but to die. 
Reprise of Enbbmblb. 

All j ?^ > long promised treasured hopes, &c 

[Exit KosE and Stephan, in opposite directions. 
Re-enter Theresa, agitated. 
Theresa, I can scarcely believe, and yet there is the proof 
before my eyes. 

Jacq, What is the matter, Madame Theresa? bless me, 
how pale you look ! 

Theresa, Jacques, I have been robbed 1 
Jacq, Robbed ? 

Theresa, Yes ! from the box in which I ahrays keep my 
money. 

Jacq, Great heaven ! And when did this happen ? 
Theresa, Last night, no doubt ; for yesterday, when I de- 
parted for the city, I locked up in it three thousand livres in 
gold. 

Jacq, Well! 

Theresa, This morning half of that sum has disappeared ; 
fifteen hundred livres has been taken away ! 

Jacq, Merciful powers ! and do you accuse any one of it ? 
Theresa, Accuse, no ! but suspect, yes ! 
Jacq, And who do you suspect, Theresa ? 
Theresa, A person in whom I had eveiy confidence ; for 
when I left yesterday, I intrusted her with my keys, which I 
had back from her only a few minutes ago. 
Jacq, Do you mean Rose ? 
Theresa, I do. 
Jacq, You suspect her f 
Theresa, Who else can I suspect'? 
Jacq, My child ! the darling of my heart ! 
^Hieresa, Observe !• I don't absolutely accuse her, Jacques. 
I only say that I have a strong. suspicion. 
Jacq, Suspicion ! suspicion! 

Air. Jacques. 
That dark fiend, suspicion, 
We should from us banish ; 
'Tis a very demon, 
'Tis.a child of hell. 
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All just, honest thoughts 
At its presence yanish. 
All good generous feelings 
'Gainst it do rebel. 
Ah ! preserve this child 
From its baneful influence ; 
' Its counsels dark and -wild 
From your heart repel, 
I will pledge my honor 
For her truth and innocence. 
How this heart doth love her, 
Words were vain to tell. 

2nd Verse, 

As the clear mirror 
Easily is sullied, 
So the heart is dimm*d 
By its bre&th impure, 
like some modest flow'r 
In the valley blowing, 
Suddenly the storm 
"* Doth its beauty strike. 

Ah ! preserve my child, &c. 

Jacq. Farewell ! Keep the fatal secret locked within your 
own bosom. I go to seek Rose. All shall be made clear, and 
you will soon render justice to. my poor unhappy child. 

[^JSxit Jacques. 

Theresa, He has nothing to fear from me — nol even if the 
crime were proved against her. I should not be so cruel as 
to consign her to a prison. 

^wier'l.E JoTEUX. * 

Le Joy, (aside,) The bewitching widow — attention, Le 
Joyeux ! Be gallant ; put your best foot foremost. 

Theresa, {to herself,) 1 am lost in conjecture — who could 
have done it, if not she ? 

Le Joy, Permit me, lovely proprietress, to claim your hand 
for the first minuet at the ball to-night. 

Theresa. A ball in this place ? To celebrate what ? 

Ze Joy, In honor of certain nuptials which are about to 
take place in this happy hamlet • 

Theresa, {surprised^ A wedding ! And pray who is going 
to be married ? 

Ije Joy, JThe finest fellow in th^ country, myself excepted— 
the all-seducing Stephan ! 

Theresa, Stephan ! And who is he going to marry, pray ? 

Le Joy, Ehl who but the benificent angel that clutched 
him out of the claws of his majesty's recruiting service. 
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Theresa* {agitated,) Ah ! so it was a female who paid for 
his exemption, was it ? 

Le Joy, Yes, and a very pretty female too ; the sweet little 
Rose de Mai, who, no doubt, brings to him a very tolerable 
wedding dowry. 

Theresa, Rose ? It was Rose who bought him off! where ? 
when? 

Le Joy, Why, last night ; in the court-yard of your farm — 
just at the very moment of our departure. 

Theresa, And what sum did she give you ? 

Le Joy, Fifteen hundred livres, in superb louisd'or; and 
not^dear either for such a magnificent husband. 

Theresa. What, sir ? 

Le Joy, I shouldn't have gone for twice that sum. 

Theresa, (aside, with violence,) Fifteen hundred livres in 
gold ! Ah, I see — ^the wretched creature ! — she loves him ; 
she has given him his liberty, and now dares hope to marry 
him ; but we'll soon prevent that. Let me hasten, or all may 
be accomplished before I can expose her to the execration she 
so richly merits. [^JSxit Thebes A. 

Le Joy, Decidedly there is a most tremendous storm brew- 
ing in that quarter. 

\_Enter Gteorgettb, Villagers, &c. 
Finale to Act Second. 
Chorus, *Tis the feast of their betrothal, 

And, good Mends, I only pray, 

That when I ^^ > turn comes to marry, 

You \ °^*y^ happy be as they. 

Ent$r Tete-db-Bois. 
Tete to Le Joy, Yes — 'tis true — my misery's certain ; 

He's to marry this coquette. 
Le Joy . Of whom d'ye speak ? 

Tete, Of that young flirt ; 

That shameful, horrid jilt, Georgette. 
Le Joy, No, no, no — 'tis not so ! 

^ete. Ah ! well— you'll see how 'twill end. 

Le Joy, Not a word do I comprehend. 

Ch<yru8, 'Tis the feast, &c. (ae before,) 

Steph,. to Georg, Now pledge we botii our mutual v&ws, 

As, side by side, we here do stand. 
This day thou art to me betrothed, •, 

To-moirow, I do claim your hand. 
ChoTW, Under our ande&t Tillage linden, 

All lovers who their troth thus plight, 
Ever are constant, true and Mthful, 

And falsehood njs'er their joy will blight. 
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Yes, by^that oath they are bethrothed, 
And soon he*ll claim her hand. 

Chorus of Pbasants entering with Hose. 

Rose was going to leave ns — ^but that we have prevented ; 
"We've with us brought her back. 
JRose, Let me go ! — ^let me go ! — 

(aside) Where shall I from their view conceal me, 
The tale of guilt they soon must know. 
StephcM (apart to Rose,) 

You would not. Rose, accept of my long- tried affection ; 
Duty — the place has taken of happiness and lov^. ^ 
But, for your &ture welfare my prayers shall be unceasing 
As brother to a sister — so I to you will prove ! . 

J^Enter Theresa suddenly. 

Theresa (aside.) As I suspected, they are both there.-*- 
(jdoud.) Seize, arrest that girl, she is a thief ! 

AU. A thief? 

Theresa, In pity to her youth, I did intend to have con- 
cealed her crime, her infamy ; but as she has unblushingly 
dared tp show herself here, and has the effrontery to meet me 
face to face, you shall know all. 

Mose {aside). Lost — ^forever lost ! 

Stephan. Dearest Rose, why this terror ? 

Rose. Stephan ! leave this place nowy I implore you ! — 
leave t/m ! 

Stephan {emlradng her.) Never, Rose, never ! 

Theresa (aside.) That embrace settles my wavering jpur- 
pose ! (Aloud.) Friends and neighbors, you all know I quit- 
ted home yesterday, and, during my absence, left my hous^, 
(that house in which, when a perishing infant, I sheltered her), 
my keys, my money, in her charge. This morning I returned 
— she trembled when she saw me — and as I looked at her al- 
most fainting under some unaccountable terror — ^I know not 
what horrible suspicion darted across my mind — I demanded my 
keys, which she at first denied having — rushed in-doors, went 
to my chest, when, — I can scarcely go on ; she, 'till to-day so 
pure, so innocent ! — What could have induced her ? — Yet, be- 
fore heaven, I swear — that girl robbed me last night ! 

All. Robbed you? — ^Impossible! 

Theresa. You may well doubt it friends ; but, alas ! it is a 
dreadful truth — and now, Mr. Stephan, let her share your 
hitherto unsullied name ! — make her your bride ! 

Stephan (astonished.) She my bride, Madame Theresa ? 

Georgette, Don't be so extremely agitated, pray Madame 1 
— ^'Tis /whom he is going to marry ! 
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Theresa. You, Georgette ? (Aside,) Fatal misconception — 
what have I done ? — My jealousy has ruined her. 

Stephan, But, friends, there is no need of any sacred tie be- 
tween me and Hose, in order td refute this calumny 1 Look 
up, dear girl ! I will be the surety for your innocence ! 

[Enter Jacques. 
Finale. Continued. 
(^Aa he enters). That will we both — come, my long-cherish'd dear one, 
Contempt upon them fall who thus do slander thee. 
Chorus. 
Contempt, &c. 
Jacq, Haise up thy head, my child, Thee none can blame, 

Heay'n aU doth weigh in its just balance : 
It honor awards to innocence. To the false accuser shame ! 
Qhartu, Yes, shame ! yes, shame, etc. 

St^an (to Rose), Tho' her heart *gainst you doth conspire here. 
Every one will your word believe, sure ; 
Confound your enemies ! — Don't fear ! — 
Speak that word. 
Cherus, '. Speak — speak — speak that word, Bose. 
Hose (thro* mtuic). I have nought to say. 
Chorus. Speak, reply. 
Rose. I cannot. 

Jctcq. Say, what is it thus o'erwhehns you ? 

See, none but friends are nigh. 
Chorus. Bose, speak—reply. 

Rose. No ; I have nought to answer— nought — ^nou^ht. 

Chorus. Ah, great heaven- then, 'tis true — ah, yes, 'tis true. 

Ensemble. 
Chorus. Go, thou outcast of our village, 

^ Hence, for ever from it fly : 

Gro, seek elsewhere for food and shelter ; 

Degraded live — dishonored die. 
Poor are we, — but, thro' our mountains. 

Crimes like thine have ne'er been known ;^- 
Away — away— or, ere we curse thee, 
Oo, reap the harvest thou hast sown. 
Stephan. My soul is filled with horror — oh, most unhappy day ; 
No, I will not believe thee — ^l^se, but one word I pray. 
Jacq. (to Stephan, pointing to Geoegette.) 

Near thy bride is fitting place for thee; . 
No other, henceforth, this shall share with me (taking Rose). 
Chorus. Go, thou outcast, etc. 

Rose. Oh, 'tis torture past endtit^ce ; 
Hope hath now foreV^r flown : 

Oh, great heaven, spare me — spare me ; — 
All my sufferings thou hast known. 
Stephan and Jacq^ Oh, 'tis torture, etc. 

Tableau. 
END OF ACT SECOND. 
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ACT IIL 

Scene T. — Chapel Ruins. 
Le Jotbux, L'Endormi and Soldiers discovered, 

VEnd. Captain, your tale is very interesting, I allow ; but, 
pray recollect that we've passed the whole night in these ruins, 
and, as yet, have had no supper. 

Le Jay. L'Endormi, you are becoming too much of a Syba- 
rite ; you think too much of your four meals a-day. Eh ! here 

comes our new recruit. 

•• 

Enter Tete-de-Bois. 

Tete. Good morning, Captain Le Joyeux, Good morning, 
comrades. 

Le Joy. Health and long life to our young volunteer, whom 
we receive with open arms, and open hearts. 

Tete. You are very good, captain. 

Le Joy. Come, come, cheer up, cheer up. I've a bottle or 
two of a certain old elixir, that will raise your spirits, and re- 
fresh your stomach. 

Tete. Do you think so ? 

Le Joy. ril answer for it ; the city of Cognac never pro- 
duced better ! Now, L'Endormi, look sharp-r-and you, my 
friend ! 

Drum Song and Chorus. 

RECITATXVJJ. 

Le Joy. Come, pluck up a littl^ spirit. 

And with us sing our famous battle-song ; 
Here's brandy fit for any king — 
Now, chorus boldly what I sing. 

Air. 

Hark ! hark to the sound of the drum ! 

To soldiers it says, *< Follow me ! 
March on, lads, wherever I lead, 

If e*er you would officers be ! 
Tramp, tramp, gallant boys, by my side — 

Betermin'd, and fearless, and free ; — 
And my roll-call your fdotateps may guide 

To a general's lordly degree ! " 

Chonts. Hark, hark, etc. 
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Le Joy, Come, my Mend, and hearkea awhile ; 

Take a cup, your cases 'twill beguile ; 

Nought, in ladies' eyes, look so fair 

As those brilliant trappings, I swear 

They for us more conquests do gain, 

Than the king himself could maintain : 

And while poor civilians get none, 

Soldiers half-a-dozen have won. 

But, really 'tis too bad of me. 

Thus always praising 'self to be. 
Hark, hark, etc. 
Choru8,^ Hark, hark, etc. 

Le Joy, But, when battle calls us to arms — 

When the trumpet's sounding alarms-— 

Marching gaily forward we go. 

Anxious aU for meeting the foe ! 

Fortune, without blinking, we brave ; 

If we can, our i^ves, sir, we save ; — 

If we can't with courage we die, 

And bid to all the world " good-bye." 
Hark ! haik, etc. 
Chorus, Hark I hark, etc. 

Le Joy, Well, my young soldier, I've here got your little 
engagement drawn out. Just put your signature at the bottom, 
and you immediately become one of us. 

TeU, Certainly I will, Captain {takes the 'paper and piits it 
into his pocket,) 

Le Joy. Eh ! hollo ! what are you doing with it ? 

Tete. I'm taking care of it. I'm a minor as yet, and my 
uncle signs everything in my name. [ Ghorm behind the scenes. 

Hear we the bells now ringing — 
Pealijig &om out the grove, 
^ft and clear. 

Chant we in choral measure. 
Hymns to the saint we love — 
All other saints above ! 

What's that? 

L'Endormi. A procession of young girls who are coming 
this way.' 

Tete. Ah 1 1 know. It is the females of the village, coming 
to deck out the , chapel for the marriage of the unfaithful 
Georgette to the chasseur Stephan. 
[^L'Endormi gives Le Jotkux a letter taken from a messenger. 

Le Joy. What's this ? 

L'JSndormi, An express for you, captain. 

Le Joy. (reading). " In the name of the magistrates of 
Andorre, we hereby command Captain Le Joyeux and his 
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company of soldiers, at present quartered in this neighborhood, 
to search for and arrest a female named Rose de Mai, who is 
charged with robbing her mistress, and bring her before .our au- 
gust tribunal." Upon my word, this is not a very pleasant task ; 
but, however, " when duty calls, we must away," as the song 
says. So, attention, soldiers 1 shoulder arms ! right face ! quick 
march ! [^J^xeunt Soldiers and Recruits. 

Teie, (looking off,) Yes, there she is : I see her ! 
. Le Joy, Who ? Rose de Mai ? 

Tete. No ; the unfaithful Georgette. • 

Le Joy. The devil I \^Exit Le Joyeux and Tete-de-Bois. 

Enter Stephan. 
Stephan, She has given me back my troth. I am once 
more free. Kind Heaven 1 I thank thee ! for I feel that, even 
at the foot of the altar, my words would have given the lie to 
the sentiments of my heart ! 

Romance. 
Stephan. From ev'ning gray till morning's prime 

I've wander' d over hill and plain, 
I call'd on her I lov'd so dearly, 

Echo alone repUed again ! 
Thus had I said if I had found her : 

"Kind Heaven will, yet its succor lend, 
Tho* all forsake thee, ail disown thee, 
Thou ever hast in me a Mend. 

27id Verse, 
" Thy heart, so noble, so sincere, 

From this dark crime was pure and free, 
Thou'rt still to me, as ever, dear, 

And thou, my bride, dear maid, shall be." 
Thus had I said, etc. 

JSnter JAcaTiES. 
Jacq. Stephan ! Ah ! I knew that you would not abandon 
her ! 

Stephan, Since yesterday I have tried in vain to penetrate 
the mystery attached to this unfortunate affair. I sought for 
Theresa, but she had left her farm, and gone no one knows 
whither. 

Jacq, To dare accuse miy poor Rose of such an act ! — she, 
my adopted child, the daughter of my brave commander ! 
Stephan (surprised). What say you ? 
Jacq, Yes, Stephan, the daughter of a noble and worthy 
officer, with whom I served for ten years, and whom I lov'd as 
if he had been my own son. 
Stephan. Proceed, I pray you. 

4 
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Jacq, We were making war in Spain, some days' march 
from here, when the Count D'Orvigny, one night, called me to 
him, and said :— " Jacques, you will go to-morrow evening to 
the neighboring village of St. Sebastian, — ^a female will there 
give into your hands an infant — 'tis my child ! Take this 
paper, which is signed by me, — 'tis a promise of-marriage for 
the poor girl whom I had abandoned, — and give it to the per- 
son who delivers the child to you." This was on the fifteenth 
of May^ 1734. \At this moment a shriek is heard from 
the ruifis.^ 

Stephan. Hark ! did you not hear a cry ? 

Jacq. Some one has overheard us. 

Stephan, In these I'uins perhaps. 

Jacq, No one is near. Perhaps we were deceived ! 

Stephan, Proceed I pray you. 

Jacq, When I returned to the camp, I learnt, to my dis- 
may, that the Count had been killed by the enemy. I was 
ignorant even of the name of the child's mother, so I resolved 
to adopt it as my own. 

Stephan, Bravo, noble Jacques ! 

Jacq, But, how was I to manage with an infant ? How 
bring it up ? An idea struck me, and one morning as I was ^ 
journeying through this Valley of Andorre, hearing the sound 
of wedding rejoicings, and seeing the .bride and bridegroom 
approaching, I placed the child beneath a wild rose-bush which 
lay in their path, and concealed myself close at hand, to watch 
the issue. AH things fell out as I had expected, the young 
couple adopted it as their own. 

Stephan, And who were these people ? 

Jacq, The good farmer who preceded Theresa in her farm. 
And since that time I have never quitted the neighborhood of 
my precious charge ! 

Stephan, Heaven will yet reward you for your devotion, 
and render justice to her innocence. 

Jacq, Oh! if she would but defend herself. If she would 
speak even one single word ! But, since I bore her from the 
village, I have not been able to gain a syllable from her ! She 
is yonder, seated by the path-side, mute and immoveable. 

Stephan, I will go to her. 

Jacq, No, do not show yourself too suddenly ! Let me first 
announce your presence ! — Stay I the sqund of the melody she 
is so fond of will doubtless draw her hither. 

\^He plays on his pipe. Rose enters {abstractedly), 

Stephan, She is here ! 
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Jacq, 'Tis I, my sweet Rose ! 'Tis your old Father Jacques, 
who loves you I He doesn't accuse you — no, no, no ! You 
weep ! but, 'tis with indignation ! I am sure those are not 
tears of remorse ! — And you will defend yourself ; for, if you 
do not, all will believe, you guilty ; yes, even Stephan will — 
he who lov'd you so much, — who loves you still ! 

Rose, Stephan ! he cannot curse me ! no, no ! 

Jacq. But, at least say that you are innocent ? 

Rose. No, Father Jacques ; no — I am guilty. 

Jacq. Guilty ! you my child ! It is not possible — it cannot 
be true ? 

Rose, It is true, Jacques — it is true ! — But, I did it to save 
him ! — To purchase his freedom ! 

Tbio. 
Stephan, Great heaven, can it be ? 'Twas for me — 

'Twas for me, then, dear sufF'iing angel, 
Thou did'st the deed ! 'Twas me to save. 
That thou e' en more than life did'st sacrifice ; 
*Twas from destruction to redeem me, 
ITiat thou the world's contempt did brave \ 
Jacques, Thus the fearful mystery ended — 

All, at length, is now reveal'd ! 
Rose, Pity, pardon me, I implore thee, 

Ensemble. 

'•Twas for ^^ } &c. &c. 

Rose (to Jacq), But the gold which I took I thought to replace 
You said you would bring it. 

Jdcq, I did indeed. 

My own woes I had borne uncomplaining. 
But for me thou had'st not done this deed. 

[Trumpet heard. 
Listen ! hark, pealing far o'er the plain. 
Dost thou not hear that signal ? Again ! 
•The elders assemble.- That austere tribunal 

Thus announced unto all. 
That, in obedience to the law, they now thus call 
Thee, my child, before them to ab^lve or condemn. 

Rose, I sink with fear, my father ! [ ViUctge hell heard. 

Hark ! hear you not that sound ? 
'Tis our village bell, and unto all around 
My shame doth tell, and calLs them all 
My punishment to witness. Ah, let me fly ! 
Farewell, my father, I must leave 
The only one who for my loss will grieve. 

Jacq, Speak, my child ! where dost thou fly ! 

Rose, Farewell, farewell ! I go to die. 

Stephan, To die ! no, no, to you. Mend, I confide her, 

She is my only treasure, remain you beside her, 
And from all eyes yourself conceal. 
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Meantime, at their tribunal I will appear, 
And save her, perhaps, when all I reveal. 

Ensemble. 
Go we quickly — time presses ! 

Here some one may stray. 
Come, my child ! come, thy father 

Now thou must obey. 
In our care thus confide, 

He is thy lover true. 
'Tis he, *tis he ordains it I 

And heaven ordains it too^ 
Ah, what terrors oppress me ! 

Here some one may stray, &c. 
Go ye quickly — time presses ! 
' Here some one may stray, &c. 

As they are going Le Joyettx and Soldiers etvter* 
Jacq,i Rose, and Sfephan. Great heaven, all is lost ! 
Le Joy* My dearest friends, I came not here, believe 

Me at my own will ; but I must my duty 

Strictly do. You must with us (to Rose), 

Ah, no ! e'en death were- far more welcome. 

Come with me — &om their sight I this instant 

Will you bear. 

It is too late, my son — to our destiny bow. 

We must all submit, 'tis heav'n's decree ; 

Unto its mandate pay obedience, 

Nor fi-om its judgment attempt to flee. 

1*11 go with thee — my soul elated 

Will dare ev'ry frown of thy fate. 

And when there. Rose, if your heart should tremble, 

Your father and your lover there will be; 

Now hope re-illumes my bosom ^ 
With gladd'ning ray. 

The doom so late overclouded 
Is bright'ning into day. 

We part, but this hour of parting 
No terror hath now for my souJ, 

A tide of joy overwhelms me, that my father 
And my laver lead me to the goal. 

Your pa^on, pray ; I am a soldier — 

This is my fate, a task I hate. 

So pardon me my fair one, 

Nor think that I would dare one 

Stem look from those bright eyes, 

But that it is my fate ; 

Grenadiers, fairest Rose on you wait. 
Chorus of Soldiers, S^c Ah, hope relumes her bosom, &c. 

March on ! march on ! [End of scene. 
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Scene II. — The Valley of Andoire, swrounded by Hills, The Seat of 
Tribunal formed in the Rocks* 

JSnter Tete-de-Bois and Georgette. 

Tete. But I assure you, Georgette, that there will be no 
sentence given. The judges will only assemble as a matter of 
form ; therefore, what is to prevent our being married' to-day ? 

Geor, No, sir, I won't. Ah, some one comes ! 'tis Captain 
Le Joyeux. 

M^ter Le Joyeux. 

Le Joy. Health and happiness to the fair Georgette ! 

Tete, But, bless me, captain, yon seem melancholy. 

Le Joy, I've had a melancholy duty to perform. I've been 
taking the poor girl, whom they ordered me to arrest, and 
placing her in the farm-house, under the care of my sergeant 
and his men. 

Tete, Well, but you needn't be uneasy about her ! For 
her mistress, the only one who accused her, has left the place, 
they say, never to return. 

Geor, No doubt from remorse at having accused Rose, 
when she knew she was innocent. 

Le Joy, Hem ! I have my own opinion on that subject, 
but no matter, {to Tete.) Well, comrade, have you signed 
your engagement? 

Tete. Yes, I've signed my engagement ; look ! there it is. 

Le Joy, What 1 a contract of marriage ? 

Tete. Yes ; and here's my captain. 

Le Joy. Ma'mselle Georgette ! 

Tete, My betrothed ; and either to-night, or to-morrow, my 
wife. Eh ! here they come* Here come the judges, and the 
grand Syndic of Andorre. 

Geor, And poor Rose ! How unhappy she appears. 
Enter the Grand Syndic, Magistrates^ Villagers^ Soldiers, 
Rose, Stephan, Jacxjues, &c. 

Ihe Syndic. On this day the law calls upon us to fulfil our 
duty. May mercy and wisdom guide our hearts to read the 
truth, and justice be done unto all. Let the accuser in this 
charge of theft appear. Call Theresa before us. 

Theresa, (entering.) I am here. 

Rose, Then to hope I bid farewell, forever. 

Syndic, Theresa, the tribunal of Andorre has summoned 
you before it, to answer certain questions touching your accu- 
sation of this young girl. 

Theresa. I am ready to answer- 
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Syndic. You have accused her of having, during your ab- 
sence from home, opened a chest which contained your money. 

Theresa. I did do so. 

Syndic. And of taking therefrom the sum of fifteen hun- 
dred livres ? 

Theresa. Yes. 

Syndic. Do you^here to that accusation ? 

Theresa. No. 

All {start in surprise). 

Syndic. Have you, then, been tampering with justice ? 
Did you not tell the truth ? 

Theresa. I am telling the truth now ; and I here declare 
before all that this young girl, Rose de Mai, is not guilty. 

Rose, (to Jacq.) What says she ? 

Jacq. Hush ! 

Syndic. And have you dared thus groundlessly to sully the 
honor and attack the reputation of an innocent maiden ? You 
confess, then, that it was a base calumny ? 

TTieresa. I do confess it 

Syndic. Then our duty is plain ; and it is to inflict an ade- 
quate punishment for this foul wrong. Meantime you will 
remain a prisoner. 

Rose, (to Theresa.) The fate to which they doom you 
should be mine. I will declare the truth — ^you shall not suflTer 
for me. It is I alone am guilty. 

Theresa. Be silent, my child ; forbear, in mercy forbear ! 

Rose. I will speak — ^but what means this strange mystery ? 
Why do you seek- to save me ? - 

Theresa, (agitated.) I^-I am thy mother ! 

Jacq. ^ 

Rose. y Her mother ? 

Stephan. ) 

Theresa. Be silent J 

Jacq. How came you to learn this ? 

Theresa. While I was in the chapel I overheard your re- 
cital of my fatal story. 

Stephan. The cry, then, that we heard was 

Theresa. From me, when I found that my long lost child 
was Rose — my darling Rose de Mai. 

Syndic, (to Theresa.) Having consulted together, and 
wishing to read a wholesome lesson unto all, we empower the 
maiden whom thou hast so cruelly wronged to pronounce thy 
sentence. She alone can punish thee, or pardon. 

Rose. Pardon, then ! My joyful pardon for her — ^for her ? 
rather say for my 
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Theresa, My child, my child ! Do not betray my secret 
here. 

Rose, Enough, dear mother ! Once more hear me friends. 
I pardon her gladly — as I myself hope, to be pardoned. 

All shout. Hurrah ! Long live the generous Rose de Mai ! 

Tete, Then Rose and Stephan will shortly be made one ; 
and Georgette, may I not hope we shall be made one — too ? 

Georgette. Well, I think yes ! You see, cousin Stephan, I 
make a virtue of necessity. 

Tete, Rather a left-handed compliment ! However, hungry 
dogs — you know the proverb. 

'Jacq, {joining the hands of Rose and Stephan.) My chil- 
dren, be happy! And remember through life one golden 
truthj^that honesty is the best policy. And may heaven look 
down and bless my darling Rose de Mai — ^pride of the Valley 
of Andorre ! 

Finale — Rondo, Rose de Mai, 

Judges. Judges. 

YlLLAGEBS, SOLDIEBS, SyNDIC, SoLDIEBS, VILLAGERS. 

L'Endosmi. 
Jacques, Theresa, Le Joy, Rose, Stephan, Georgette, Tete. 

CURTAIN. 
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